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It was just past Ilpm and a breeze of this warm California night was making me long brown hair sway and 
gently stroke over my shoulders. 

Standing on the veranda of the pub that me and my friend Alison were visiting frequently, | was leaning with 
my arms on the porch’s railing, taking small drags from my cigarette, blowing the ghostly pale smoke into the 
night, whilst | was watching people rushing by or walking up to the corner building and into the pub. 

Though normally | wouldn't mind smoking indoors, spending this moment in silence and on my own felt just right. 
The soft breeze took my exhaled smoke, blowing it away and softly along the street, flowing just like fresh 
light grey color on canvas. The sounds of the city which consisted merely of breaking cars, barking dogs and 
the music that soaked, muffled by the closed door, from the pub and wafted to my ear - it all made me relax 


and gave me a moment to revel in my thoughts. 


The heavy door of the bar opened with a creaking sound behind me. 

‘Probably it's Alison commanding me back in. | thought, expecting my friend Alison to walk up. Alison, that girl 
that was always saying directly and totally shameless what came to her mind and at he same time she was 
obnoxious and so flirty - always having at least two guys around. 

Flicking the stump of the cigarette away | turned around. 

To my surprise | didn't find Alison but a somewhat familiar stranger leaning against the white painted, wooden 
wall next to the pub's door, trying to light the cigarette that was clenched between his soft red-toned, thin 
lips. 

| couldn't tell where | had seen him before but | was sure that it wasn't the first time | saw that man who 
was - barren of results - trying to light his cigarette. But the night's warm wind was blowing through his 
raven-like shimmering dark hair, wrapping it gently around his face and his dainty fingers that were holding the 
lighter, making it impossible to light the cigarette. 


Slowly | walked over the veranda towards the door, the dark brown and scuffed panels of the floor giving off 
creaking sounds under each of my steps. The stranger looked up at me, lifting one hand to stroke away the 
hair the wind had blown into his face again. 

"Would you like some help?" | raised my eyebrow in sympathy, lightly smiling at him. 

His dark emerald eyes locked with mine for a brief moment before he answered, his voice soft and dark as 
black velvet. 

"Ah yes, that wouldn't be bad" He had a very strong British accent - a foreigner therefore. 

‘But how can it be that he's so familiar to me then?” | mused, whilst he was handing the lighter over to me, 
his warm fingers touching mine for short, sending shivers down my spine. 

With his one hand he held back his hair, holding the other one in front of the cigarette so | could light it 
without the wind blowing out the lighter's small flickering flame. 

Grasping the lighter, putting it away and letting go of his hair to take the cigarette between his fingers, he 
winked at me, exhaling some smoke that the soft breeze was brushing away immediately. 

"Thanks," sounded his soft voice in my ears, whilst | reached out for the door handle to return into the pub, 
looking for Alison when two of his slender fingers gently touched my wrist. 

"Wait, do want one, too?" he asked, his eyes flashing to the cigarette, then back at me. Briefly they were 
scanning my body whilst a devious smile spread over his lips. But then he lifted his hand, taking another drag 
from his cigarette, locking his emerald eyes with mine again. 

Considering the situation - a foreign stranger who looked more interesting than every other man | met before, 
who was engulfing me with a somewhat dark and mystic aura, offering me a smoke and talk outside my 
favorite pub? That definitely couldn't do me any harm. 

"Yeah, why not?" | agreed and let go of the door handle. 

He reached into the back pocket of his trousers, pulling out a packet of British cigarettes - | had never seen 
this brand before - and he started fiddling one out of it to hand it to me. 

"| would light it for you, but since | seem to have trouble doing so myself." he was grinning at me, as | 
reached into my pocket for my own lighter, trying to get the cigarette lit. But the breeze made it - blowing 
my hair into my face and around my hand with the lighter - impossible to light the cigarette just as it had 
had done to the handsome mystic stranger. 

With a questioning expression on his face he held out his hand for my lighter and we proceeded like we did 
when | lit his cigarette. 


"Thank you," | smiled letting go of my hair and putting the lighter back into my pocket whilst exhaling some 
smoke. 

"So," | looked up to meet his dark glooming eyes again, "And with whom am | speaking?" 

Just for a transient moment he furrowed his eyebrows in slight wonder, then his expression went back to the 
sly grin that had been laying on his lips, as he answered. 

"The name's James, but Jimmy is alright as well. And what about you, precious lady?" He lifted his hand once 
more, taking a last deep drag then flipping the smoke away. 

| sighed lightly, my parents had chosen such an odd name for me when they decided to perpetuate their 
German roots and named me after some enchanting female, bewitching men and causing their death, all that 
sitting on some rock in the eastern bank of the Rhine. 

"Lorelei," | answered watching him lifting his eyebrow. 

"German, eh?" he seemed to be one of the few people knowing the story behind that name as well. 
Nevertheless | offered him to call me "Ley", just as all my friends were calling me. | liked that shorter version 
definitely more. It didn't sound as old fashioned as "Lorelei". 

"You've got an interesting name, Ley," he murmured, his eyes growing dark as he watched me taking another 
drag from the cigarette. 

| couldn't help myself but ask. "So, what brings you here to California?” 

"Ah, | see you heard my accent.” he gave me a soft, crooked smile. 

"Well, it's making it rather obvious that you're not from the US. So what are you up to? Exploring new 
places?" | asked interested in the foreign stranger. 

He stroked back some strands of his hair that the wind had blown into his face again, "One could say it like 
that, yeah." he laughed gently pausing for a moment, swirling a plectrum between his slender fingers - he 
must've pulled it out of his pocket. 

"l'm in a band and we're on the road again. lm here for the first time this year," he winked at me. 

And suddenly | knew who the stranger had to be. Chris, one of my best friends had lent me the records of his 
favorite band all over the past years since their founding and lately he had been telling me that they'd be in 
our town, Inglewood. He even attended one of their concerts. And even though | had those records still, | had 
barely listened to them and never really cared what the band members actually looked like. Oh my, | was such 
an idiot - | should've known it when he wondered that | didnt knew him. And guessing by the plectrum | asked: 
"Wait, does that mean. Are you .. Jimmy Page? That Jimmy Page from Led Zeppelin?" 

Chuckling he nodded in agreement, putting away the plectrum. "That's me, exactly." 

"| gotta tell that Alison," | thought still amazed and disbelieving that this was real, when his velvety voice broke 
trough my thoughts bringing me back into reality. 

"Not a fan, of our music, eh?" he was still chuckling and | blushed That was slightly awkward. It even was 
awkward when frineds mentioned bands and | didn't knew much about them. But meeting a band member and 
not knowing them. 

"Heard some songs. - So you've got a day off?" | asked flicking not just my smoke away, but also the awkward 
silence. Jimmy nodded. 

‘Oh, almost a month actually. The next concert is on the Ith of July," his lips twisted into devilish a grin. 
"Well, that's a whole lotta time. Are you gonna stay here?" | asked interested He arched a brow - at me 
making uncosciously an innuendo to one of their songs, as | should find out later. 

"Perhaps. Dunno what the boys are up to." his voice grew darker, winking at me he asked, "May | ask how old 


you are?" 


"How old do you need me to be?" | retorted teasingly, winking back at him making and him chuckle. 

"| just turned eighteen," | answered in a more serious inflection 

"Why does he want to know that?" murmured an alarmed tiny voice in the back of my head. Lifting my hand 
to brush a strand of hair, that the wind had blown into my face again, behind my ear again, | watched a 
pleased smirk flashing over his lips. 


"Would you like to join me for one more drink?" his voice was all innocent and velvety soft again 

"Sure, why not?" | grabbed the door handle again, ready to step back into the pub. 

"Oh no, in my hotel | mean," grinning he winked at me. | hesitated in confusion. Why should | join him? Was it 
even safe to follow this stranger to some hotel all on my own? | was searching my mind for words to phrase 
an answer but it seemed as if the warm breeze had blown them all away. 

He was lifting an eyebrow holding out his hand, "Only a drink - | could show you some of our songs. Refreshing 
your memories, so to say. Whatcha thinkin?" 

His emerald eyes were glooming darkly, but a pleading expression laid in his look and so | nodded in agreement. 
Only a drink. And some songs. 

"Well, | gotta tell my friend Alison, that I'm leavin’. Give me a second, ok?" | pushed down the squeaking handle 
and opened the door of the pub. The sound of some psychedelic music mixed with the voices of the people 
inside were swashing outside and encircling us. 

“Alright, take your time," he said lighting another cigarette as | stepped into the crowd of people. 

It took me some time to find Alison since she was surrounded by a group of adolescent men, that all were 
holding bottles of beer, drinking, laughing and flirting with my redhaired, cheeky and seemingly slightly drunk 
friend. She didn’t ask for any particular reason when | told her that I'd leave even now. 

"Don‘tcha wanna take one of them with you?" she widely gestured at the boys around her, which were 
throwing interested glances at me. Furrowing my brows | shook my head. 


"Oh Ley, you're such a buzzkilll" she laughed and wrapped her arm around the shoulders of one brunette boy. 


| pushed my way through the crowd and back outside where | found Jimmy still leaning against the wall next 
to the door. He flicked his smoke away, laid his hand around my lower back and gently squeezed my side. 
"Come, its not far to the hotel," his last words hung, tinted with the last exhaled smoke, in the air for a brief 
moment before the breeze took them away. Walking, he let go of my waist again, but always stayed near me. 
Nodding to strangers that seemed to recognize him as we passed he asked me "Ever heard of Crowley?" 
"Aleister?" my voice grew interested. 

"Yeah, interesting literature, huh?" he turned his head towards me watching my expression 

"Isnt a part of the Equinox about sex magick?" turning my head | looked in Jimmy's eyes. They widened briefly 
in awe. 

"Yeah, you're right," he nodded licking over his lips, leaving a crooked grin on them, " You know that he was 
identifying sex as the most powerful force in life and the supreme source of magical power?" 

So Chris had been right when he handed me the fourth album of Led Zeppelin which was nameless only labled 
with four symbols, each standing for one of the band members, after | told him of my interest in Crowley's 
texts. "You're gonna like it, Pagey is interested in that guy as well," he'd been saying. And he hadnt been wrong 


- "Pagey" clearly was interested in Crowley's theses. 


"There we are," wrapping his right arm around my waist again and squeezing me, closer than | had expected, to 


himself he pulled me out of my thoughts whilst opening the front door of the hotel. 

It smelled fresh and the air was cooler than outside. 

Crowds of girls my age or sometimes even younger had been loafing around in the lobby, jumping up in 
excitement when they saw Jimmy appear now. And even though Jimmy was guiding me through the pushing 
and loudly for his attention begging crowd of groupies one of them, a tall blonde one, tried to claw at me - 
pulling my hair and scratching my face with one of her sluttishly light red painted finger nails. 

Jimy pushed us our way to the elevator and finaly its doors closed behind us giving off a light sibilate. The air 
in here was fuggy and Jimmy let go of my waist again. 

‘I'm sorry, but that’s what I've got to deal with - if they recognize me," he winked at me teasingly and a 
warm smile spread over his lips. Just as | wanted to retort something the elevator's doors opened again and 
we stepped out of it into a dimly lit hallway that was surprisingly empty, but laughter and drunken voices 
where soaking muffled through one of the doors at its far end. 

"Ah, Bonzo and the others are having there fun," Jimmy murmured. 

His steps were making almost no sound on the scuffed dark brown carpet that was covering the hallway's 
floor. Searching in his pockets he pulled out a key and opened one of the dark wooden doors that swang open as 
soon as it was unlocked. 

Jimmy locked the suite's door behind us leaving the key in the lock 

Turning on his heels he laid his hands softly on my shoulders pulling me closer towards himself. His dark aura 
grew stronger the nearer | stood in front of him. The guitarists dark glooming eyes were scanning the red 
scratch mark the girl's nail had left on my left cheek. Lifting his right hand off of my shoulder he gingerly 
grazed his warm thumb across it. The touch of his thumb on my skin sent new shivers down my spine whilst 
| winced under the pain of him touching the scar. 

‘lm so sorry, those girls can be so cruel sometimes. Are you alright?" concerned he furrowed his brows 
locking his eyes with mine. 

| nodded assuring, but unable to voice a single word - his aura seemed to be wafting around us, engulfing and 
taking possession of me more and more with every elapsing second. 

Lifting also his left hand off of my shoulder and nodding in the direction of the large bed Jimmy's aura gave 
me free again. 

"Make yourself comfortable, I'll be back in some seconds." His left pointy finger grazed my right cheek softly 
before Jimmy turned around, wandering off into some other room of his expensivly furnished suite. 

Slowly | walked over to the bed, soaking in all the impressions the room gave off. A large window through 
which one could see the opposite building - some normal house with only one window behind yon's glass a lamp 
was still glooming and sending off yellowish light into the sea blue darkness of this summer night. Then there 
was some huge TV over which Jimmy had thrown some white, silky looking garment that was embroadered in 
red and yellowish tones. It had to be one of his stage outfits. 

An open suitcase stood beside the king sized bed looking rather muddled - it nhabited a mess of clothes that 
had been lazily thrown into it. Smiling | let myself fall onto the soft bed crossing my legs and waiting for 
Jimmy to return. 

"What did you get yourself into?" the tiny voice inside my head spoke up again. 

"Now you're in the hotel room of a total stranger, a member of a band that perhaps Alison really listens to, 
but hey - he’s at least interested in occult magick," it went on amusing itself. | sighed - as if that could stop a 
voice inside my head - and went on looking around. 


Just as my eyes found something made out of leather laying on the bedside table, Jimmy came back. He was 


carrying a bottle of Jack Daniels and two glasses in his left and an acoustic guitar in his right hand. Widely 
smiling at me he sat down next to me, handing me one of the glasses and poured Jack Daniels first into mine 
then into his own glass. After he lit himself another cigarette and clenched it between the corner of his mouth 
he lifted the glass. 

"Cheers!" we clinked glasses and he took a deep sip from his. 

Looking back at the white, glooming garment | asked "Is that one of your stage outfits?" 

"It is, indeed. I've got another black one. You know, I'm wearing them alternating. One evening black, the other 
evening white," he explained with a soft overtone resonating in his husky voice whilst he was looking at the 


outfit - he seemed to like it a lot. 


"D'yer wanna hear one of the songs?" his eyes found mine again and as soon as | was returning his look, his 
aura was immediately fogging me again 

"Id love tol" | nodded then took a sip of the whiskey as he began picking his guitar, filling the room with a 
soothing melody. 


